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so unjustly decried), is plain, full, and direct, with
curious touches of realism. Its lyrics are less
happy. Sometimes, as in the ballad of " The Gipsy
Maid/' we have such a vivid improvisation as we
could imagine a bard composing by a watch-fire
in a mountain-pass, with no art, no care, yet
with a long breath of melancholy music. But, in
the main, it is the non-lyrical parts of " Festus "
which fascinate its readers now, as they did those of
sixty years ago, by their unsatisfied yearnings after
infinity, their enfranchised metaphysical specula-
tion, and their uplifted clarion-cries of melody and
vision,

III

Reviewers of the prevailing school, who held
that poetry should be rational, broad, and calm,
received "Festus" in 1839 with bewilderment.
To some of them it seemed less an achievement
in art than an exercise in theological mysticism run
mad. But the general verdict of the best judges
was highly favourable, and when it became known
that it was the production of a youth of two-and-
twenty, it was looked upon as a kind of portent.

There seemed nothing preposterous in comparing
such a work with the famous monuments of
literary precocity, with the "Ode 'on Christ's
Nativity/' with the " Essay on Criticism/' with
"Endymion." What might not the author attain
to ? It could not be questioned that " Festus " was
a better poem than "Queen Mab" ; why should